She was exceedingly handsome, had plenty of charm,
plenty of intelligence, plenty of money, no education to
speak of and was out exclusively to enjoy herself and to
give others a good time. She systematically over-smoked,
anything and everything, including green cigars. Drank
freely on occasion but only in congenial company and never
in her life felt the shadow of a craving for liquor (nicotine
was her craving and in those days to crave was to have ...)
and drove her cousin Jane Randolph (later Caruth) all over
the States in a primitive car with one spark-plug at the back
and a revolver handy for obstreperous negroes. There was
also an aggressive bull-terrier, Charlie, as auxiliary protec-
tion.
I have in my possession a little leather-bound album with
leaves of different colours: in it are written down, by her
mother or grandmother, her earliest attempts at verse, be-
ginning when she was three years old. So far as she or I
could see when we examined them they show no talent or
promise of any kind, no imagination or sense of rhythm:
they are about flowers and 'birdies' and redolent of the
atmosphere diffused by the simple old American dame, her
grandmother, and by her entirely brainless mother. There
is, however, one prophetic touch: one of the earliest is a
love song, composed, I think, at the age of five. There are
only four lines, of which the last is: 'No wonder the birdies
love you, dear!'...
Of her earliest days, beyond the ill-treatment she suffered,
I know very little. She hated dolls, loved drums and noisy
toys, but such tastes are common to many girl children and
might seem to have had little if any significance had the
future not confirmed the fact of her sexual inversion. That
her passionate temper was early developed is evidenced by
her own memory of lying flat on her face in a new white
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